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Eric struggled, grunting in annoyance, as the rain slanted in his direction 
When he had left his house, it wasn't rainy, but now he was caught in a full fledged storm. 
There wasn't much traffic due to the storm, and he took the opportunity to hurry across the street. 


Thunder rumbled dangerously, and he cursed himself for not letting old Mrs. Shurts drive him to the coffee 
shop. 


This weather was a bitch, and he knew he would be utterly soaked by the time he got there if he didn't seek 


shelter again. 


Scanning the area whilst squinting against the rain, he made out an overhanging beside an alley, and he hurried 


towards it. 


He stood underneath the overhanging for awhile, waiting for the storm to calm down. 


When the rain had subsided, he began walking, picking up his pace as he neared the array of little shops. 


He slipped into the coffee shop, the little ding of the bell and the aroma of coffee beans and caramel greeting 


him. 

He ordered a latte and slid into a booth to wait. 

A few moments later, the waitress walked over with his drink, setting it down in front of him. 
It was when he looked up that he noticed a man sitting on a stool over in the back 

Weird, he hadn't noticed him before.. 

The man was very relaxed, wearing a thick black coat and black boots. 

Eric observed his expression, which seemed to read both edginess and confidence. 


The man appeared to be in his late 30's, and was very handsome, with coal gray hair slicked back from the 


rain. 


Eric averted his attention to the world outside the window he sat beside, and saw that it looked like another 


storm. 

He felt weird, and gave the odd man in the corner another glance. 

He was..staring at him? 

Eric realized that the man had been staring at him since he first noticed him, and it made him uneasy. 
He shook it off and hurried to finish his drink, hoping to get home before the storm hit again. 

He finished off his drink and headed up to pay, feeling as though the sooner he got out, the better. 

He looked up, and saw the man standing up slowly. 

He thanked the cashier and then hurried out, heading home. 

He felt it instantly. 

He was being followed. He pretended to scratch his neck, tilting his head to glance behind him. 


The man in the coat was following him, calmly, and Eric told himself to calm down. 


He kept walking, trying to breath normally. 

He didn't lose that feeling though, it stayed in the pit of his stomach as he picked up his pace. 

He stole a glance behind himself, and the man was still there, although..closer. 

Eric fought down panic. 

Just keep going, he told himself, he'll leave.. 

After a few, agonizing minutes of trying to walk normally and not hint that he was scared, Eric looked again. 
The man was closer. 

Eric couldn't hide his panic any more. 

The man fucking SMILED at him, a fucking eery, malicious grin, as though he really enjoyed this game. 
Eric began to run, now far from any public houses or shops he could run into. 

His next decision would make his situation worse. 


He darted into an alley, gasping for breath and almost in tears, and stopped, waiting to see if the man would 


follow. 
He did. 


Nothing had been as terrifying to Eric as staring at the end of the alley, waiting with baited breath, and then 


seeing that dark figure calmly turn the corner and come towards him. 

Eric considered confronting him, but decided to just keep running. 

He turned and began to run again, only to freeze again 

How had he not seen it..2 

The alley was closed off at the end. 

He slowly turned around, shaking and panting, dreading what he knew he would see. 


The man had slowed his pace, as if taunting Eric, giving him the chance to escape while knowing full well there 


was nowhere to go. 


Eric frantically looked around, seeing a broken off ladder than lead up to the old apartment's second floor. 
He jumped up, managing to grab it, and began hoisting himself up. 

Right then, the skies broke, and rain began pouring. 

The ladder creaked, and then the old rusty metal split. 

Eric cried out as the ladder section he was holding snapped and he was hanging on by a mere shred. 

He looked down, and saw the man right beneath him, calmly smiling. 

Panic rose, and he tried to clamber up to safety. 


He managed to pull himself up over the rail, and then the ladder snapped the rest of the way, making his foot 
slip. 


He clung to the railing, crying out in agony as the ladder scraped his leg. 

He shot a tear filled glance at the ground, and sure enough, the man was still there. 
However the man was not smiling. 

He backed up before making a very impressive lung for the railing, hoisting himself up. 

Eric sobbed, shaking his head. "Just stay away from mel" he choked. 

The man stopped and knelt down, bending the metal away from Eric's leg. 

"Shhh," the man hissed, and Eric immediately shut up. 

He didn't want to get stabbed to death or some shit. 

Small whimpers escaped as the man slowly worked to release Eric's leg from its metal trap. 
After a moment, the man lifted Eric up, having freed his leg. 


And then everything blacked out. 
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Eric opened his eyes, groaning a bit at the soreness in his leg. 


He suddenly remembered what had happened, and he sat up in a panic.only to find himself in his own bed, his 
leq bandaged. 


What the..? 


He hermitted himself away for awhile after that, he didn't go outside, he would jump at the slightest of 


sounds. 


He felt withdrawn, almost depressed, and he continuously went over the events of that day, over and over, to 


perhaps make sure he wasn't insane. 


Eventually he forced himself to go outside, to be among people, and it was then that things started happening 


all over again. 

It started with that bad feeling in the pit of his stomach, which gradually worked itself deeper. 
He knew what would be behind him, so he didn't look. 

He knew running was futile, so he didn't. 

He calmly walked into that same forsaken alley, and waited. 

Sure enough, the man came around the corner a moment later. 

Eric lifted a metal pole, bringing it down on the man. 

The man didn't seem very phased by it, he just growled and snatched the pole. : 
Eric backed up, "Wh-what do you want?"he cried. 

The man lifted the pole, as if to strike, and Eric cringed, waiting. 

Clunk. 


The pole hit the ground. 
Eric looked up. 


The man merely watched him. 


After a moment, Eric made up his mind. 

He started to run, trying to duck past the man but failing. 

A large arm swung out and yanked Eric against the man's chest. 

Eric didn't struggle, as he felt a knife at his back. 

"Don't make this hard.” the man hissed with a deep German accent. 

Eric nodded, "l-i wont fight, " he choked, "please don't use it." 

The man kissed Eric's neck, "Shhh..” 

Eric, at this point, was scared to death. 

The man slid one hand down the boy's side, forcing it down into his jeans. 


Eric gasped, jerking slightly. This was not good. Not good at all. 
And yet, it could have been w-ohmygod.. 


Despite his terror, Eric moaned a bit as the man's hand found its way into his underwear, nudging his member. 
"A-ah." Eric shivered, never having felt this way. 

The man hummmed in apparent satisfaction, rubbing some more. 

Eric whimpered, forgetting his fear. 

"P-please don't stop." 

The man shushed him, "come with me." 

For some reason, Eric followed. 

He barely registered being forced into the mans car, nor did he remember the drive. 

All he knew was they were now parked. 


Within an instant, the man had Pulled Eric from the car and was dragging him to the door of a small house, 


forcing kisses onto the younger man’s lips. 


They staggered inside, and Eric couldn't believe he was letting this happen 
He just didn't care anymore, he wanted everything from this man, this man who terrified him yet saved him. 


"M-mhhgh, what do | call you?" Eric groaned as the man pushed him against the wall and kissed all over his 


neck. 

"Call me daddy," the man grunted, and they both groaned when he rut his hips against Eric's. 

Eric shuddered, grasping at the man's belt. 

The man forced his hand into Eric's pants again, and within seconds had him mewling and quivering. 
"Oh god please don't stop, " eric choked, squirming and thrusting his hips plaintively. 

The man made short work of Erics clothes, and his own, and Eric shuddered at the man's size. 


| won't stop if you don't "he murmured, and then hoisted him upside down 
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Eric slowly opened his eyes, shifting a bit in the unfamiliar bed. 

Something made him wake up, but he couldn't remember what.. 

He felt well rested, although sore, and it was a new feeling. 

He went to sit up but couldn't move, as a large arm lay over his waist. 

He gasped quietly, before remembering everything. 

He sighed deeply, laying back. 

He still didn't even know this man's name, but for some reason he felt safe. 
This man HAD, in fact, saved him, cared for his injuries, and hadn't raped him while he was unconscious. 
He shifted around to look at the man whom had frightened him so badly. 
His face was placid, not that of a stalker at all. 

Maybe this man had just been lorely..2 

Eric thought about it. 


Usually he should be terrified, this man could rape him, keep him in a basement and torture him, but.here he 


was, sleeping next to him, unharmed. 
Eric shivered, reaching out to gingerly brush the man's dark slate colored hair out of his face. 
He felt a deep connection to the man, and his heart tightened a bit. 


The man drew him closer, and Eric blinked, taking a minute before leaning his head against the man's muscular 


chest. 


He let his hand slide down the man's body, taking a moment to appreciate the man's muscular abdomen, which 


wasn't ‘ripped’ but still strong and somehow..powerful. 
The sheer power oozing from him made little Eric quiver. 


He feared this man yet he wanted so much more of him, and he hated it and he loved it, and all the emotions 


were overwhelming. 


Eric had never had sexual contact with anyone before, however this man seemed to give him fantasies he 


never dreamed out. 

If he wanted him to stay here, he would. 

He lived alone anyway, his sister having moved out and married. 
No girlfriends, no besties. 


The man grunted in his sleep, pulling Eric even closer, and Eric slowly slid his hand onto the man's back, smiling 


slightly. 

He could get used to having someone this close. 

The man's eyes slowly opened, and Eric found himself staring into those green orbs. 
The man stared back, a smile slowly breaking out on his face. 

"You stayed.” 


Eric nodded, "I don't know a thing about you..heck, | don't even know your name but..you helped me, you didn't 
hurt me, and | owe you.Plus | kinda." Eric stopped, blushing. 


‘Ive been alone for a long time..and..this is." he shrugged, not knowing what to say. 

The man nodded, "| am Till." 

Eric looked up, smiling a bit. He liked the uniqueness of that name. 

"lm just.Eric.” 

"Du bist gut,” Till murmured, and Eric, having studied German a little, understood. 

"Danke," he grinned, and they both laughed. 

Till became silent again, sliding his hand down Eric's back, and Eric shivered a little. 

"Hmm, you like that?" Till murmured, and Eric buried his face against the man's shoulder, nodding, 


"hmm?" 


Eric nodded again, still unbearably shy. 

"What did you say?" Till pressed, and Eric finally managed to squeak, "Y-yes." 

"Dat ist gut." 

Eric slowly looked back up at Till, heart pounding in his chest. 

Till leaned in, and Eric felt his heart leap into his throat. 

As the man's lips touched his, his eyes fell shut, and he shivered. 

He slowly slid his arm around Till's neck, pressing closer. 

Till sat up, pulling Eric up with him, and threw both arms around the smaller man, securing him tightly. 
He leaned forward, making Eric lean back. 

Eric held onto Till, relaxing as the kiss became more passionate. 


Yes, this truly was okay with him. 


